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W uns the loud din of war and claſh of arms 
Subſides, and all Bellona's fierce alarms 

Complete the labours of the long campaign, 

And ſmiling peace reſumes her gentle reign ; 

The hero crown'd with conqueſt pleas'd throws by, 
The glittering ſpear, and the bright panoply 

Of warlike arms—He quits the hoſtile ſhore, 

His toils and dangers paſt, his battles o'er, 

He flees to greet once more his native land, 

And from his royal maſter's gracious hand 
Receives the laurels, which he won with pain, 

In the long ſiege, and on the well fought plain, 

In Sylvan ſcenes, to loſe each anxious care, 
Forget his toils, and breathe che pureſt air 

Of ſweet ſerenity. No more the ſound 


Of thund'ring cannon ſhakes the trembling ground: 
A 2 He 


If 


He liſtens to the lark and linnet's lay, 


8 
Enjoys the calm as much at caſe as they, / 7 
Bids every rude tumultous paſſion ceaſe, j 


And triumphs in the gentle arms of peace. ] 


So bleſſed Kitnan lays his armour by, 
Quits the low earth and ſoars above the ſky : 
Long in the field the chriſtian Soldier ſtood, 
And wreſtled hard with foes of fleſh and blood, 
And powers of darkneſs, rulers of the air, 
Whoſe fiery darts ten thouſand horrors bear : 
Oft in black ſtorms, the barbed miſchief flies, 
Obſcures the ſun, and darkens all the ſkies : 
But K1ituam great in arms maintain'd the fight, 
And unappall'd marched on thro' ſhades of night, 
Till brighter day aroſe, ſecure he ſtood 
In all the glorious Panoply of God: 
And the laſt foe ſubdu'd, he quits the place, 
And more than conqueror thro' Almighty Grace: 
To brighter fairer worlds he wings his way 


Where perfe@ peace and everlaſting day 


Sweetly 


FE 


' Sweetly unite : there from Immanuel's hand 
The mighty Monarch of that happy land, 
Receives the glorious palm of victory, 

Receives a gracious welcome to the ſky : 

He tunes his golden harp, and joins the throng 
Of white rob'd Saints, who with melodious ſong 
Inceſſant hymn the throne of God, and raiſe 
Eternal anthems to Immanuel's praiſe ; 

Thy Name they ſing O Lamb of God! for thou 
Halt waſh'd them in thy blood; to thee they bow 


And tell to wond'ring Seraphs what thy Grace 


Hach done for ſinners of the human race; 
Seraphs well pleas'd, attend, then join the lay, 
And Saints and Angels ſhall thy love diſplay : 
The glorious theme ſhall run from Choir to Choir, 
Tune every tongue and every harp inſpire ; 

Thy Name ſhall echo thro' the courts above, 


With all the wonders of redeeming love, 


Come gentle mule in ſofteſt lays record, 


How lived, how died the ſervant of the Lord ; 
Titl 
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Tell how baptized with heavenly fire he ran, 
To preach a God of Love to fallen man; 
He ran from north to ſouth from eaſt to weſt, 
The love of Jeſus burn'd within his breaſt, 
To publiſh the good news of Goſpel Grace, 
And free Salvation to a fallen race: 
Saved by this Grace himſelf, he long'd to tell 
The boundleſs glories of ImMmanver ; 
Whoſe ““ great compaſſicn,” and unequalled love 
He knew the world might taſte, and ſee, and prove: 
So full ſo free for every wounded ſoul, 
He preach'd the BaLa that makes the wounded whole : 
Truth from his lips like ſofteſt muſic flow'd, 
And all his theme the unbounded love of God 
Sweet conſolation ſat upon his tongue, | 
Fer mourning ſouls by ſin's ſad ſerpent ſtung : 
A ſon of thunder to awake the dead, 
While Sinat's lightning flaſhes over head. 
Amidſt a world of error faithſul he, 
Zealous tor Goſpel, Holy Liberty: 


Firm 


i, 
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Firm as a brazen pillar KtTHAM ſtood, 


* 


And lived and wrote, and preach'd the truth of Gods 
Unmoved by ſmiles or frowns, by gain or loſs, 

He counted all no more than dung or droſs, 

His one defire was this, his end and aim 

To glorify the great Redeemer's Name. 

At Jeſu's feet he ſat, and on his breaſt 

Like favoured John was oft indulged to reſt, 

He found his bliſs, and ſource of wiſdom here, 

And caught his ſpirit while he ſat ſo near: 


Love, heavenly love like a bright flame aroſe ; 


Immortal love, that no extinttion knows, 
Enlarged his generous heart and bid it flow, 
With ſofteſt ſympathy for other's woe: 

There mild beneficence ſet up her throne, 

And ſweet complacence ſealed him for her own : 
The law of kindneſs from his lips diſtilled, 
Smiled in his cheeks, and all his hoſom filled; 
And now he proves in the bright world above, 


His heaven of heavens in a Saviour's Love. 


( #3 
Soft was the hand and gentle was the blow, 
That ſummon d KII RAM from this vale below: 
He in affliction all to God reſign'd, 
He knew the hand that ſmote was truly kind: 
In his laſt moments hear him ſweetly tell, 
The glorious truths which did his boſom {well : 
& Tell all the world (he cries) that God is Love, 
&*© Hes great Salvation now I fully prove, 
& His Conſolations in my ſoul I ſeel, | 


* He's working in me all his glorious will; 


& Tl fear no evil, though thro' death I tread, 

6 In Death's deep vale he'll bear my ſinking head.” — 
Death like an Angel came and beck'ning ſtood, 
His willing ſoul took wing and ſoar'd to God, 
And now from earth remov'd to yonder ſkies 
How high his wonder ſwells, how great his joys ; 
His large capacious ſoul amaz'd, can trace, 
The God of Nature, Providence and Grace, 

In all his wond'rous works—By Death let free, 


From the dark vale of dull mortality ; 


In 
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In realms of bliſs adores his Saviour's name, 


And bows and ſings Salvation to the Lamb. 


THEN ceaſe to weep ye followers of the Lamb, 
Who mourn your Paſtor lately called to heaven; 
If ye revere and love his honoured name, 


Rejoice that to his hand the prize is given. 


In vain the boaſting Tyrant of the grave, 
Ere cts a Trophy o'er his ſleeping clay; 
Jeſus the God, omnipotent to ſave, 


Shall call it forth at the great riſing day. 


God can ſupport his Church, his work uphold, 
Tho' Fletcher, Weſley, Kilham, all are gone: 
Iſrael's Great Shepherd reigns, and in his fold 


Can keep his Sheep, were human means withdrawn. 


O put your truſt in God direct your prayer 
Unto the hills from whence ſalvation comes: 


His arm his ſtrong, and he will make it bare, 


He'll raiſe up ſtones and make them Abraham's ſons. 
Then 


( wo) ö 
Then check your forrows and with ſteady eye, | 
Behold the track your faithful Paſtor trod; | 
| | Purſue the heavenly road that leads on high, | 

And ſtrong in Faith and Patience, walk with God, 


| Then when the King of terrors comes in view, 
He ſhall put on a ſmooth and ſmiling face ; 


He bears no terrors when he comes to you, 


But comes the meſſenger of Sovereign grace, 


VAST 
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To call you from a world of fin and woe, | 
To the bright realms of everlaſting day ; | 
Where trees of life and-endleſs pleaſure grow, | 


Without deception and without decay. 
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